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's +. « +» ggradir queſto, che vuole, 


E darvi ſol pud I umil ſervo voſtro. 
Quel, ch'io vi debbo, poſſo di parole 
Pagare in parte, e d' opera d' inchioſtro ; 
Ne, che poco 1 vi dia, da imputar ſono, 


Chè quanto io poſſo dar, tutto vi dono. 


Arieſto, Canto l. Stanza 3. 


Hurered. ESR 


ECCELLENZA. 


ſaggio forte e fedele Citradino, offro I'omaggio 
publico del mio Cid. Averei in due ſpezzata la 
Clava d' Ercole pid toſto, che preſo un verſo, e 


meno ſeguito i rapidiſſimi voli del Gran Cornelis. 


La nuda Iſtoria è la Tela ſd cui 5 diſegnato 
eo miei verſi il Quadro favoloſo, colorito dipoi 
dall' illuſtre Sacchini, il quale, acceſs, come tanti 
altri celebri Maeſtri, da nobile entuſiaſmo, ama- 
tore della bella  ſemplicira, ſprezza i rabeſchi, 
non prodigalizza paſſaggi, fa tacere 1 trilli ove 
parlano le paſſioni, ſoſtiene il ſenſo muſicale, entra 
e rimane nel cuore, e di in una parola al lin- 


agoio di Parnaſſo la vera energla. 


Voi, Signore, caro egualmente alle Muſe, che 


* — — > <a 


6 
Riguardo all effetto, che dal modo dipende, 


onde Ja muſica viene eſeguita, il giudizioſo Sac- 


chini, diſpoſti i virtuoſi, ſecondo il valore di ciaſ- 


cuno, al loro poſto, preſiede ad eln come bravo 


capitano alla teſta di regolato eſercito. Se Cimene 


ſplende quale Luna fra“ Pianeti; fe Duarte qual 


41 uſignuolo fa pompa della ſonora voce; Rodrigo 


qual Pino altiſſimo ſovraſta i fioriti ceſpugli, e 
timoneggia. Convinto egli dal trito aſſioma, chi 
non ferma le note, non canta, non iſquarta la voce, 
non infraſca, non pone maſchera n belletto alle 


arie; ma accoppia, nel dolore e nell' allegrezza, 


col geſto, colle pauſe, e col calcare pit in un luogo 


che nell altro, alla dottrina il guſto, all' artifizio 


[la naturalezza; ſcalda ed imbriglia la fantasla, 


aſſale e cattiva l' animo degli Aſcoltanti. 


* 


L' Eleganza e le Grazie ci ſaranno ſparſe 


Walla inmitabile Heinel, che — a1 3 


l 
WEL ping e col relic ' * 21a della » Inc 


(EK) 
za, per cos] dire, del viſo, delle mani, e de' piedi 
imita, ed eſptime al vivo la natura e gli afferti dell 
animo in guiſa, che cogli atteggiamenti sà rapire 
oggimai il cuore, ed ammaliare con dolce faſcing ' 


* 


la mente degli Spettatori. 


I racconti del Ballo dell' Fumenidi in Atene, . 
quanto l' arte di Pilade operò in Roma, non ſono 
pit fole di Romanzi da che nel giovine Fierville 
veggiamo unita colla gentilezza la forza della 
perſona, la mollezza delle braccia coll' agilità de 
piedi, e la facilitd ne* mpyimenti. Egli ballando 
eſpone, forma il nodo, conclude collo ſcioglimento, 
ed eſeguiſce un ſagpſo compendio d un” azione. 
Ah! Forza è pure ch' io conſigli la mia Nazione, 
alla quale accordo get Comico oy eſſere vicina al 
giocondo Batillo, di i.non moſtrark riroſa diſtudiare 


ed imparare da' Franceſi la Coregrafia ſeria, a cui 


per natura ſono adatti, ed in cui rieſcono vera- 
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Poſſa il mio Drama, ſoſtenuto da cos! vigoroli 
provvedimenti, effer da tanto, che giunga anch 


eſſo, benche mediocriſſimo, ad ottenere qualche 


ſuffragio dalla delicatezza del Voſtro Giudizio ! 


Sono con profondiſſimo riſpetto, 
Di Voſtra Eccellenza, 
Signore, 
 Umiliſſimo e Dtvorifiimo Servo 


Groyan Gua ro BoTTARELLI. 


Londra 14 Gennaro 1773. 
Wardeur Street St, Ann's Sobo; 


1 * 


REPONSE gu" a faite Monſeig- 
neur le Comte de LAURA“ 
GUAIS, @ une Epitre Dedi- 
catoire, que je lui adois en- 
voyee. Elle me flatte trop, et 
fait trop d* honneur a la de- 
licatefſe de ſon eſprit, et de 
ſon got, pour ne pas la rendre 


publique. 


EN apprenant, Monſieur, que vous 
etes venu me chercher dans mon boc- 
cage de Brompton, j ouvre le paquet 
que vous y avez laifſe pour moi, et 
qu'on n' adreſſa jamais à un ſolitaire, 
Vous m' envoyez une epitre dédica- 
toite! De la muſique faite pour Ma- 
demoiſelle Heinel, et des vers que vous 
avez faits pour elle! Tout cela me 
ſurprend, mais j en ſuis enchanté. 


$2. 

Vous ſentez bien que je n' ai pas lu 
le traitre mot de Þ epitre d{dicatoire, 
que vous voulez bien m' offcir ; j' a- 
vois vos vers a lire! $i vous devinez 


pourquoi je les trouve {i charmans, 


vous ne ſerez pas ſurpris, que je ſois 


tentè de convenir que les complimens 


les plus flatteurs que vous puiſſicz me 
faire, ne font que des vcrites flatteuſcs. 
Mais comme c' eſt peut- etre la pre- 
miere fois qu' on dẽſie un pocte d'ex- 
agerer; et que ſurement il n'y a point 
d' exemple de ma modeſtie ; je veux 
juſtifier ce que j; aurois pù lire vrai- 
ſemblablement dans votre epitre. 
Vous traitez le ſujet que le Grand 
Corneille rendit la premiere tragcdie 
intéreſſante qu” il y cut alors ſur la 
ſcene d' aucun peuple; car lorſque 
Shakcſpear etoit barbare et ſublime, 
tout le teſte Etoit barbare et ridicule. 
Abu le theatre gue les gens de 


4 vii) 


gout defiroient depuis long-tems. Si. 


c'eſt le motif du tribut que vous me 


rendez, il eſt raiſonnable. 


Si par malheur vous euſſiez parle 


de mes vers admirables, et puis de mes 


- 


admirables tragedies; je vous euſſe dit 


confidemment et toujours modeſtement 
que c' eſt un peu fort; et que ſi l' on 
connoit un jour celles que je renferme 
dans mon porte: ſeuille, Monſieur Fre- 
ron eſt homme à faire entendre poli- 
ment (car il eſt gracieux) que vous 
etes un ſot, et moi un fat. 

Vous avez ſenti qu' il etoit impoſ- 
ſible de parler de capitulaires et de pa- 
triotiſme. Qu' en faire dans une epitre 
dedicatoire? Il faut garder cela pour 
Þ oraiſon ſunebre; car cela n' eſt meme 
pas trop bon dans la vie. 

Si par haſard vous vous ctiez alam- 
bique I' eſprit, pour me parler d' a- 
lambic, cela ſeroit encor bien pis! Si 
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vous en avez dit un mot, vous jette- 
rez ſurement bien vite votre cornet 
deſſus, de peur qu'il n' en reſte quel- 
que veſtige. 

Mais ſi vous croyez que | ai tous 
les gouits ; que j'aime tous les arts; 
que j idolatre tous les talens; fi vous 
ſentez ſurtout qu' en recevant mes 
hommages, la Muſe qui ne les de- 
daigna pas, me rendit digne des votres; 
vous avez raiſon, je les mérite tous. 


&c, &c. &c. 


Brompton, le 15 Janvier, 1773. 


TS - Cc 220. 
AN OPER A; 


As performed at the 
KING, T HE 


IN 1 


oy DF OP 9 BY 3 3 £ 


The MUSIC by 


$IGNOR ANTONIO SACCHINI, 


A NEAPOLITAN COMPOSER. 
The POETRY by 


Giovan GUALBERTO BOTTARELLIG 


| The TransLaTION by BoTTARELL1, jun. 
Teacher of Languages. 


ä 


— - = - Nes haec novimus eſſe nibil. 
Men tamen hoc nimium hibil eſt. | 
Mart. Lib XII. Epig. 11. 


— 


9 


LONDON: 


Printed for W. Gr1FF1N, at GaxRIck's HEAD, in 
Catharine· Street, Strand, 1773. 


To thee RE A D E R. 


ERNAN PDO, firſt King of Spain, appointed the 
F old Diego, a valiant captain, to be tutor to his ſon, 
The Count of Germas, being enraged at ſuch preference, 
carried his reſentments to ſuch a pitch, as to ſtrike him 
on the face. Roarigo, ſon of him who had been offended, 
ſoon revenged his tather, with the death of the aggreſſor. 
Cymene, daughter to the Count, although ſhe doated on 
Rodrigo, and was bethrothed to him, not only prevailed 
on the king to exile him, under pain of death; but being 
inconſolable in her gricf, promiſed her hand to any one 
who ſhould bring her the head of her beloved enemy. 
There were then in Spain two Mcoriſb Kings, who ran- 
MW ſacked all the country; and Fernando reduced to take re- 

fuge in the city of Seville, the only city now left him, 
which was already beſieged and almoſt taken, had no 
way to fave himſelf. In ſuch calamity Redrige, with 
a ſmall number of his ftjends, arrived voluntarily and ſea- 
ſonably to the aſſiſtance of his country, routed the enemy's 
army, and took the two Mooriſh Kines priſoners ; who, 
in ſurrendering themſelves to Rodrigo, ſaluted him by the 
title of Cid; which, in their language, means Lord. 

As ſoon as Rodrigo was found to be the deliverer of 
Spain, Fernando took him into his royal favour again; 
and Cymene being reconciled to him, he then was wedded 
to her. 
So much for the hiſtorical ground: the Fable, the 
Deſign, the few Epiſodes, and the Metre, are of my own 
contrivance and Jabour ; therefore, | moſt humbly beg 
leave to preſent this drama to the public, in hopes that 
ſome indulgence will be ſhewn to it, conſidering that no 
longer than five weeks were employed in the compoſing of 
this piece; and conſidering the endeayours | have uſed, in 
totally deviating from the ſimilitude, and much more from 
the imitation of thoſe, who, with the higheſt applauſe, 
{F/ Have. brought this argument on the theatres of Spain, 
France, and Italy betpre me. 

ef.” 
H 7 Giovan Gualberts Bottarelli. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


F ERNANDO, King of Spain, Signor Riſtorini. 
Crurxz, Counteſs of Gormas, Signora Girelli 
Aguilar, 


RopRIOO, A Caſtillian Prince, called the Cid, 
Signor Millico. 


ELvYRA, Daughter to Fernando, Signora Syrmen. 


DuarTE, Prince of the blood, Signor Savoj. 


ArminDo, Captain of the Guards, Signor Micheli. MW 


BALLET MASTER; 
Mr. Douvigny. 


PAINOIPAL DANCERS. 


Mr. Fierville, Mademoiſelle Heinel, 
Mr. Slingſby. Mademoiſelle Grenier. 
Mr, Lepy. Signora Creſpi. 

Mr. Aſſelin. Mademoiſelle Lafond. 


Pax TER, Mr. Moenick, 
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Inner Portico of the Royal Palace. 


Fernando, Duarte, and Armindo with Guards. 


Fer. 


E friends and vaſſals, this is the day cur 
enemies have fixed on to aſſault us. 


The 


audacious Moors have already laid waffe all the 
country around, with the horror of their ſlaughter 
and plunder. 
Du. Hat feareſt thou, my Lor? all Africa is well 
apprized of thy bravery, and is already arcuſtemed 
to be conquered, Fer. All this is true , but Rearigo, 
once the terror our of enemies, is now wanting 10 
ſuch an enterprize. 
Ar. That renowned exile is flill alive, and not eue is 


to be found who ſpeaks well of bim. 


Du. 1 neitber want for experience, nor ccurage; ond 
if our ſquadrons would but follow my fleps, the de- 
ſtruction of our enemies weu'd be certain. Fer. Prince, 
ſuch undaunted courage is certainly worthy of thee. 
Away, Armindo, and haſten to gather our armies 

Ar. I fly to execute your commands. 

In every enterprize I ſhall ever be by thee, as a 

ſoicld and protector. 


together. 


all the royal authority. 


Du. Thou 


Then thalt thou perceive Z "VE my hand 
is ever ready to ſnew its bravery in thy 
defence, and whether this heart of mine 
is not truly loyal and grateful to thee. 


[ Exit. 


Fer. Set about the enterprize. I now inveſt thee with 


knoweſt well, 
great Sire, my arm was never tired to fight for thee, 
and thou already haſt certain proofs of my lcyaliy 
and courage. 
Fer. Bebold, Duarte will ſure acquire an immortal 


xit. 


renown, if propitious fate does bus ſmile on ibis un- 


(x) 
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Portico interno del Palazzo Reale. 
Fernando, Duarte, ed Armindo con Guardie. 


Fer. G61. amici, vaſſalli, è il di preſcritto 
Dell“ aſſalto nemico. Il Moro audace 
Gia le campagne devaſtò vicine 
Coll' orror delle ſtragi, e le rapine. 
Du. Di che temi, Signor? L' Affrica intera 
Ti conoſce abbaſtanza. Avvezza è ormai 
Ad eſſer vinta. Fer. E ver; ma in tal cimento 
Manca Rodrigo il ſuo terror. Ar. Il grande 
Eſule vive; e non ſi trova un ſolo, 
Che parli a ſuo favor. Du. A me non manca 
NeP uſo, ne il coraggio: E ſe le ſquadte 
Seguiranno il mio eſempio, 
Degl' inimici tuoi certo è lo ſcempio. 
Fer. Quel generoſo ardire, 
Prence, e degno di te. Tu vanne, Armindo, 
A radunar lo ſchiere. Ar. Il tuo comando 
Vo pronto ad eſeguir. In ogn' impreſa 
Al tuo fianco m' avrai ſcudo e difeſa. 
Viedrai, fe la mia deſtra 
Abbia per te valore; 
Vedrai, ſe bo fido il core, 
Se grato a te jars. [Parte. 
Fer. Vanne al cimento. In te tutta depongo 
L' autorità reale. Du. Il braccio mio 
Per te, mio Re, non (i ſtancòè giammai; | 
E la mia fede, e il mio valor tu ſai. Parte. 
Fer. Ecco Duarte acquiſta 
Una gloria immortale, 
Se ha la fortuna al gran biſogno eguale. 


1 


Dal ſuo valor dipende 

De regni miei la ſorte; 

E coraggioſo e forte 

Combattera per me. Patte colle Guardie 


e. 


Sotterranco proſſimo alla Reggia col Sepolcro dell' eftinto 
Conte di Gormas. 


Cimene in abito lugubre, indi Rodrigo. 


Ci. Tetri aſpetti di morte, 
Funeſte ſolitudini d' orrore, 
Il. mio povero cuore 
Voi d' affanno opprimete : 
Ah per pietà, perche non m' uccidete ? 
Ecco le triſte pompe, ed ecco Purna, 


Ouve il cenere poſa 
Del trucidato genitor, oh Dio! 
Da Rodrigo, che fu I idolo mio ! 
Ecco dove piangendo [SY accoſta all urna. 
Jt reſto de' ſuoi di, Cimene aſpetta 
Da' mortali, e da' Dei giuſta vendetta. Ls 2pporgia 


Ro. Eccola. Ahi viſta ! Immerſa 
L nel pianto per me] Come in mirarla 
Mi balza 1] cor! Deh Numi, 
Soccorretemi voi! 
Vo' calmarla, o morire a' piedi ſuoi. 
Adorata Cimene. Ci. Oh ardir ! Spietato 
Come! Vieni a inſultar anche il mio pianto, 
E I ombra di mio padre, 
Che ſvend la tua man? Ro. Male s' accorda 
Col tuo dolce coſtume, e il tuo ſembiante 
Odio tanto crudele ! Amato bene, 9 
Se mi vedeſſi il cor! Ci. Lo vedo aſſai: 
E tu oſſervalo in queſto 
Vitimo del mio padre onor funeſto. [Aceenna H uns, 
A che veniſti 2 Parti, 
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The future fate of my kingdoms depend 
on his courage, and he will certainly ſhew 
all his bravery and valour, in fighting for 
my defence. [ Exit with the guards. 


SCKNE I 


A ſubterraneous place near the Palace, with the 
Sepulchre of the deceaſed Count of Gormas. 


Cymene in a mourning dreſs, then Rodrigo. 


Cy. Odious fights of death, fatal retreats of horror, 
ye overwhelm this poor heart of mine with grief; 
for pity's ſake, why don't you rather make me en- 
dure a thouſand deaths ? 

Bebold the mournful pomp, behold the urn (Looking at 
wherein the remains of my murdered fire dhe urn. ] 
are depoſited ! Alas ! was be cut off by Rodrigo, 
whom I once doated on! | . 

Here Cymene, bathing in ber tears to the laſt of 
ber days, ſhall exper, either from mortals or gods, 


. She drav's to the urn 
a dug vengeance for the horrid deed. Lal — 2 


Ro. There ſhe is! Ab doleful fight! ſhe is over- 
whelmed in grief by me! How my heart pants 
in looking at her | Ye Gods deſcend io my ſuccour. 
I will either appeaſe her, or expire at ber feet. 
Adored Cymene ! Cy. How, barbarian, can'ſt thou 
bave the courage even lo come and 10 inſult my ſor- 
rows, and ihe remains of my father whom thou haſt © 
killed ? 

Ro. This cruel rancour very ill agrees with your pacific 
manners and beauteous face. Ab! beloved maid, 
if you could but ſee through this heart! 

Cy. 1 plainly ſee through it : and thou alſo examine 
it, in this laſt fatal pomp paid to my father's re- 
mains, Ta what purpoſe art thou come? Away 

with thee. She points at the urn. 


of, 

Ro. Either to die for my country, or Io appeaſe thea, 
the rage of the Maeors is now threatening Seville 
with its utter deſtruction; I have raiſed a ſquadron 
among my friends, with whom I am fixing to its 
defence, Cy. Then fulfill thy duty. Away, and 
may it never come in thy mind to have ihe daring 
Ttemerity to appear again, as 1 abhor thee , and this 
is my laſi command. | 

Ro. My life, I do not complain; I bave been too 
cruel, in killing thy father; I dare not even think, 
that thy father, in ſeeing himſclf deprived of the 
honour of educating the royal infant, became the 

_ aggreſſor. —No, even ſuch fatal inſult muſt not ex- 
cuſe me: I certainly repent of the bay ven- 
geance; and though I well know that your wiſhes 

devote me to death, yet I am ever faithful to you, 

and you are my idol. 

Aſwage thy rage, my dear, rely on my 
ſincere love, lay aſide ſuch racking 
pangs, and put an end to thoſe ſighs. 
If thou wiſheſt for my death, I will 

ſuffer it willingly, but even by 
the utmoſt rigour thou wilt never 
change the affection I bear thee. 

| [ Exit. 


SY. Evo: EI 


Cymene, then Elvyra. 


Cy. Ab! was ever in Cupid's chains any one ſo 
coretched as me! I doat on Rodrigo, and yet 1 wiſh 
for his death: be deſerves all the effetts of my rage. 
yet 1 can't forbear loving lim; forgive my weak- 
neſs, auguſt father ! 

Ely. Ob ! Cymene, what miſch ince What imminent 

danger! Cy. by comeſt thou 10 trouble me in 


$$" 3 
Ro. A morir per la patria, ed a placarti. 
Gia de' Mori il furor !“ ultimo fato 
A Siviglia minaccia. Io fri gli amici 
Rad unato uno ſtuolo, alla difeſa 
Volontario ne accorro. Ci. Il tuo dovere 
Compiſci dunque. Involati. Ne mai 
La rea temerita ti torni in mente 4 
Di preſentarti a me, che ti detefto. 
L' ultimo, che ti do, comando è queſto; 
Ro. Non mi lagno, mia vita. Io fuj ſpietato. 
T* ucciſt il genitor. Penſar non oſo, 
Che il padre tuo, nel ritrovarſi eſcluſo 
Dall' onor d' educare il regio Infante, 
Divenne aſſalitor. Nd; nan mi ſcuſi 
Queſto inſulto fatale. Io, sl, mi pento 
DelP illuſtre vendetta. E benche ſappia, 
Che tu della mia morte hai ſol deſio, 
Il tuo fedel ſon' io, tu I idol mio. 
Placa lo ſdegno, o cara, 
Credi al mio fido amore; 
Scorda la pena amara, 
Laſcia di eee, 
Se tu mi brami eſtinto, 
Morro, ma nan potrai 
Col tuo rigor giammai 
Gli affetti miei cambiar. [Parte. 


SCENA II. 


Cimene, indi Elvira. 
Ci. Ah, nel regno d' amore 
Chi sfortunata è al par di me! Rodrigo 
Mi ſta nelP alma, e la ſua morte bramo: 
Degno è di tutto il mio furor, e I amo. 
Perdona, illuſtre genitor! Elv. Cimene, 
Oh ſventura ! Oh periglio! Ci. I pianti miei 
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A che vieni a turbar! Zu. Adeſſo pende 
Contro di noi I atroce pugna IT Mori | 
Scorron Siviglia. Ci. E i ditenſori? Elv. Ah, ſono 
O morti, o prigionieri! Ci. E noi? v. Frà poco 
Soffriremo in catene no 
Del Moro vincitor Þ ultimo ſcorno. 
Ci. Oh Rodrigo! Oh Siviglia! Oh infauſto giorno! 
Elv. Tu compiangi Rodrigo? Accendi ognuno 
Contro vita si cara | 
A vendetta, a furore ; : 
E adeſſo al labbre non conſente il core? 
Non intendi te ſteſſa. Ah, non t' avvedi 
Quanto il tuo core ognora 
Lo brama in vita, lo vuol ſuo, lo adora ! 
To r intendo : Amor tiranno, | i 
Cbe worrebbe a ſuo talento 
Oſcus ar con nuovo inganno 
La tua gloria, e il tuo dolor. [ Parte. 
Ci. Ab, pur troppo il conoſco! Odio Rodrigo; 
E adoro in lui l' amante. Elvira l' ama. 
Geloſia mi trafigge. Il tiſchio, a cui 
Rodrigo è eſpoſto con Siviglia, e noi, 
Mi fa tremar. O Dio! Fra tanti affanni 
Si raddoppiano i palpiti del core; | 
E nuovo duol ſt aggiunge al mio dolore. 
So che un dolor tiranno 
Si può ſpiegar talora; 
Ma del mio cor P affanns, 
No, non ji può ſpiegar. 
Di cos dure tempre 
E la mia pena, ob Dei, 
Che favellar vorrei. 
Ne poſſe, abimè, parlar. [ Parte. 


S ENA 
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my affiition? . Elv. Now the bloody combat is 

again us : the Moors are running all over Seville. 

Cy. And the defenders! Elv. Alas ! they are either 
put to death ar priſoners. 

Cy. What will become of us ? Elv. Ere it is long, 
we ſhall ſuffer in chains 1he ulmoſt inſulis from the 
triumphant Moors. 

Cy. Oh Redriga ! Ob Serville ! Ob inauſpicious day ! 

Elv. What ! do you compaſſionate Rodrigo? You irri 
' tated every one to take vengeance on ſo precious a life; 
and now you can't prevail on your heart to conſent 
to what you decreed. You don't comprehend your- 
ſelf. Alas] don't you perceive how fain your heart 
would ever have him alive; how it adores him, 
and would get poſſeſſion of him ? 

I full well comprehend thee, *cis an un- 
rully love that would fain over- caſt 
thy glory, and drown thy grief with 

Its new deceit, [ Exit. 

Cy. This 1 know but too well ! I hate Rodrigo, and 
in him do I cheriſh a lover. Elvyra doats on him 
10% Fealouſy labs me to the heart. The danger 
Rodrigo is expoſed to in Seville, and for our ſake, 
puts all my frame in a tremble, Alas ! midſt ſuch 
excruciating pangs, the pantings of my heart are 
ever encreaſing, and grief upon grief is ſucceeding in 
my tortured ſoul. 

1 am well apprized that a racking tor- 
ment may, ſome times be expreſſed ; 
but the pangs my heart is overwhelm- 

ed with, no accent can expreſs, 

Ye powers above ! my tortures 
are ſo excruciating, that I can't 
utter the leaſt accent, though fain 
I would talk on my griefs. ¶ Exit. 


B 2 SCENE 
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Outſide Portico of the Royal Palace, from whence 
the demoliſhed walls of Seville are to be ſeen. 
Throne. | | 


Fernando and Duarte with Guards, then Amindo 
leaping for joy : next Rodrigo, from the bot- 
tom of the Stage; accompanied by his friends, 
at the ſound of a chearful ſymphony, leads two 
Mooriſh Kings in chains, and ſeveral other pri- 
ſoners. Guards. | 25 | 

Fer. Thanks to the Gods. Now, my loyal ſubjefs, 
the Moors are routed and repulſed. Aſter a wa- 
vering combat, at laſt we became vidtors. But how 
came this about ? And who was the unknown war - 
rior, that operated the deed? Du. The victorious 
arm that deprived me of the honour of. ſuch victory 
is as yet unknown lo us. 

Ar. Ob pleaſing tidings! Rodrigo was our defender ] 
Fe is the very boaſt of Spain, and it was be that 
conquered |! | 

Fer. How ! Rodrigo ! Ye powers above 

Du. (My rival!) Fer. Where is be? and why 
comes be not? Ar. As an exile he is fearful of 
offending thy laws. 

Fer. Now 1 forgive him; go, Armindo, and bring 
him to me. Fer. Auſpicious day, now my boſom- 
friend is to return to his country | 

[Exit and returns with Rodrigo. 

Fer. What reward could ] favour him with ? I feel 
within my heart, whenever I refleft on my duty, 
that "tis far from being in my power to recompence 
ſuch a loyalty as bis. 


( Aſcends the Throne, and then follow the March and 
Chorus.) 
May 


(by ] 


S CEN A Iv. 


Portico efterno 4 Palazzo Reale, che ſcopre in lonta- 
nb le mura diraccate di Siviglia, Trono. 


Fernando, e Duarte don Guardie, indi Arminds con 
traſporto di gioia. Dopo Rodrigo dal fondo della 
ſcena, accompag nato da ſuoi amici, conduce a! ſuono 
di allegra ſinfonia due Re Mori incatenati, ed al- 
tri prigionieri. Guar die. 

Fer. Grazie agli Dei] Fidi vaſſalli, il Moro 
E abbattuto e riſpintto. 

Dopo ondeggiante pugna al fin s“ è vinto. 
Ma chi ft ? Donde venne? E qual i noma 
L' incognito guerrier? Du. E'ignota ancora 
La deſtra che a me tolſe | 

L' onor della vittoria. Ar. Oh fauſto avviſo! 
Rodrigo <1] difenſore ! 

E la gloria di Spagna; & il vincitore ! 

Fer. Rodrigo] Eterni numi ! Du. (I! mio rivale I) 

Fer. Dov'e? Perche non viene? Ar. Eſule teme 
D'offender le tue leggi. Fer. Eh, ch'io l'aſſolvo! 
Vanne Armindo, a me venga, Ar. Oh lieto 

giorno! | | 
Alla patria Pamico or fa ritorno, 
Parte, e torna con Rodrigo. 

Fer. Qual compenſo trovar? Sento che il core, 
Or che rifletto al mio dover, ſi crede 
Incapace a premiar 8] bella fede. 

V in trono e ſegus la Marcia, e Coro. 
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Cord Viva eterno in ſen degli anni 
Del gran Cid il nome e il giorno, 
Sempre cbhiaro, ſempre adarus 
Dell auguſto ſuo ſplendor, 
Ala Spagna liberata 
Per trefes della ſua gloria 
Reſti cara la memoria 
Del ſua nome e det ſuo cor. 

Koe. Ecco, Monarca invitto, ecco.i Guerrieri, 
Che han difeſo il tuo trono. Ecco quei Regi, 
Che ſol deſio di ꝑrede 
Da!Þ Affricane arene 95 
Moſſe a cercar le ſtragi, e je catene. 
E ſe il cielo conceſſe a queſti Prodi 
Di poterne domar ! inſano orgoglio: 
to fervi a te gli guido a pie del foglio. 

Fer. Anima generola! Or che tu reggi 
Sulla mia fronte il vacillante ſerto, 
Doppio il premio ſera, qual doppio è il merto. 

Du. (Ardo deiavidia!) Odi, Rodrigo. I Moti 
Tu debellaſti, & ver. A parte io ſono ' 
Del giubilo comun. Novella impreſa 
Oe ti reſta a compir, e ſei felice: 

Ma di ſpiegarla a te per or non lice. 
Non jo je tu m' intendi, 
Ma ſe capir mi ſai, | 
Nel mio tater vedrai 
Que! che virret  ſpiegar. | Parte. 


S C E N A V. 


Fernando, Rodrigo, indi Cimene. 


# 


Ro. Quanto vuol dire intendo. Fer, To ti comando 
I cimenti a ichivar. Ci. Signore, io chiedo 
Per un giuſto deſio 
La promeſſa vendetta al padre mio. 
Fer, 


Sk 

Chorus. May the name of the great Cid be hand- 

ed down to the remoteſt poſterity ; 

may his glorious days ever fhine, and 

be adorned with the brighteſt ſplendor! 

s deliverer of Spain, may the me- 

mory of his name and courageous 

ſoul ever remain as a trophy to his 

_ glory! 

Ro. Be bold, „vine, monarch, here are the war- 

riors who have defended thy throne. Here are thoſe 

kings, who left the African ſhores, moved with the 

only defire of Haug bier and chains: and, as the 

Cad. have been pleaſed to permit theſe beroes to 

" bumble their unruly pride, now I lead them at the 

ſoolſtep of the throne, as thy ſlaves. 

Fer. Generous ſoul ! As thou baſt ſupported on my bead 

m wavering crown, great ſhall be the reward that 
thou juſtly deſerveſs. 

Du. (7 rage with fury ) Hark, Redrige. Thou bo 

conquered the Moors, *tis true. I take a ſhare in 

"the public joy. There now remains for thee a new 

enterpriſe to atchieve, and then thou ſhalt be happy; 

but J am not allowed to explain it here. 

| I know not whether you comprehend me, 

but if you Know how to underſtand me, 

you ſhall perceive through my ſilence 

what I would fain declare to you, 


— nn r - = 


9 » £ - - 
= - — — — — 
— — — ——_— - 
- S r — — — od 


[ Exit. 
8.0 E N EE 
Fernando, Rodrigo, then Cymene. 


Ro. I well comprebend all he means. Fer. I com- 
mand thee to avoid rencounters. Cy. Sire, 1 
muſt intreat of you, as a juſt deſire, the promiſed 
pengeance to my 9 manes. 


| 
3 Eer. 
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Fer. Let jhis bliſsful day be ſacred to forgiveneſs. Cy. 
bal I forgive him] Do you adviſe me thus? Ab, 
Sire ] what would Spain Jay? Jt would be 
theught that I had no humanity, that I had thrown 
afide the laws of nature, and was unworthy to be 
called a daughter; Ver. Thou art a daughter, and 
worthy that name ſhalt th:u be, if thou forgiveſt 
him hat fatal rencounter. if thou acknowledgeſt and 
eſteemeſt bis bravery, if thou ſhoweſt tlyſelf grate- 
fu for thy tiberty. Drive off thy grief, and ap- 
peaſe thy agitated bearr. 
Cy. What peace can ] enjoy, when I refiet on. my 
father, whoſe breaſt I myſelf ſaw ſtabbed. through 
and through. Ab, racking pangs. Yes, I behyid 
bim lie on the ground in the agonies of death. 
| + 7 5 [She weeps. 
Ro. I am flung with remorſe; I ſwear it to thee, 
ſource of my joy; —Cy. Be filent, faithleſs wretch. 
Ro. Can I then never hope for compaſſion from thee ? 
Wilt thou then ever hate me thus? Ye Gods] At 
leaſt, wilt not thou keep ſome remembrance of aur 
former affections? | | 28 


* 


Cy. Ab, thou monſter Doſt thou expef? to raiſe in 


me my former flames? No, don't expe it, bar- 
Barian; 1 am thy bitter foe. # 

Fer. Now, Cyment, liſten to thy king. This mad 
fury of thine is unfeaſonable, Thou moveſt my pity, 
and I begin to blafh at thoft tranſports of rage. 
Don't Iirouble the mirth of this feſtive day 
with thy con plaints. Aas! return within 
thy bounds, and to reaſon! Rodrigo, thou baft 
conquered, I acknawledge I owe I bee both my life 
and 2 Receive new from à grateful king ſuch: 
— token as thou mayeſt hape for, Come 1a my 


* 


- Ro. Dunque ſperar pietà non potro mai? 


Wc 


Fer. Cos] felice giorno 

Al perdono ſia ſacro. Ci. Io perdonargli ? 
Tu me ' conſigli? Ah, Sire! 

La Spagna che dirà? Dira ch' io ſono 

Priva di umanità; che mi ſcordai 

Le leggi di natura; 

E che liglia non ſon. Fer. Figlia tu ſei, 

E degna figlia, fe perdoni in lui 

Un' incontro fatal; ſe vedi, e ſtimi 

La ſua virtd; ſe grata ti dimoſtci 

Della tua liberta, Sgombra il dolore; 

E poni in calma I agitato core. 

Ci. E qual calma godro, penſando al padre 
Che vidi io ſteſſa il ſen trafitto, ahi duolo, 
Giacer agonizzante e eſtinto al ſuolo! | Piange. 
Ro. Mi lacera il rimorſo. A te lo giuro 

Luce degli occhj miei. Ci. Taci, ſpergiuro ! 


Dunque ſempre vortai 

Odiarmi, oh Dio! ne degli affetti noſtri 

Quajche memotia almen.—Ci. Ah, moſtro! E 
ſperi | 

Di riſvegliare in me la hamma antica ? 

Non ſperarlo, crudel; ſon tua nemica. 

Fer. Odi il tuo Re, Cimene. Intempeſtivo 

E queſto tuo furor. Picta mi fai: 

Ma de traſporti tuoi 

Comincio ad arroſſir. Co? tuoi lament 

La gioia non turbar di queſto giorno. 

Deh, fa in te ſteſſa, e alla ragion ritorno | 

Rodrigo, trionfaſti. E vita e pace 

Riconoſco da te. D'un Re ch' e grato, 

Per or ricevi un lieve pegno almeno 

Di quanto puoi ſperar. Vieni al mio ſeno. 
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Deb ricevi, o Prence amato, 


Del pii grato affelto # ſeg ni. 

E tu placa alfin gh ſaegni, 

Non & tempo di rigor. 

I penfier della vendetta 

Laſcia, o cara, in — 
Genereſo ne! perdono 
Ab, dimogtra adeſſo il cor! < 
D' ebbliar PF atroce offe/a 

Oft ancor pregarmi, audace? 

Ab, non ſperi da me pace 

Chi m'ucciſe il genitor ! 

Mi trafiggi, idolo mio, 

Nel più tenero del cor 


Ci. Fra le ſelve vanne, Ob, Dio 


Fer. 
A. 3. 


Ro. 
Ch 
Ro, 


Diſpietato tradilor. 

Della patria, del mio trons, 

Di te ſteſſa è il diſenſor. 

Ab, ſpezzare il cor mi ſenio 

Stelle ingrate ! Ob, che tormento 

D' ogni affanuo aſſai maggior. 

Odi, o cara! Ci. Ab, taci! Fer. Aſcolta. 
Or dal freno Þ ira & ſciolta. 

Ob, d' amer deluſa Jpeme . 


Fer. Ab, non vedi quanto ei geme ? 


Ro. 
A. 3. 


Deb, ti placa ! Ci. Io Porto. Fer. Arreſla. 
Ob, che pena amara e queſta / 

No, lo ſdeg no della forte, 

Nd, le ſmanie della morte 

Han più barbaro dolor 


Fine del Atto Primo. 


ATTO 


5 
Now receive, beloved prince, the marks of 
the moiſt grateful friendſhip! And thou, 
at length, afſuage thy rage. This is an 
unſeaſonable time to ſhew thy wrath. 

Ro. And thou, charmer of my foul, leave off all 
thoughts of vengeance, Shew thou haſt a 
generous heart, in forgiving me my guilt. 

Cy. Oh thou audacious wretch ! dareſt thou yet 
intreat me to forget the horrid deed & 
Thou, my father's murderer, never flatter 
thyſclt with the hopes of any mercy from 
me. 

Ro. My idol, thou ſtrikeſt me to the quickeſt 
feelings of my heart. 

Cy. Away with-thee, and dwell among the woods, 
thou barbarous. traitor. | 

Fer. T know he is the defender of our country, of 

my throne, and even of thyſelf. 

A. 3. Ye inauſpicious ſtars! I feel my heart rent 
through and through! Never tortures 

came up to theſe racking pangs. 

Ro. Hark, idol of my heart Cy. Be ſilent. Fer. 
Liſten to me. Ne 

Cz. I can't with-hold my wrath. 

Ro. Oh, deluded hopes of love 

Fer, Perceiveſt thou not how he grieves | 

Ro. Alas, be appeaſed. Cy Hence go. Fer. Hold. 

A. 3. Neither the wrath of fate, nor the agonies of 

death, can make one feel ſuch excruciating 
pains as theſe ! 


End of the firſs AR. 
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Inner Portico of the Royal Palace. 
'erdinando, Duarte, and Armindo; Guards. 


1T H the utmoſt pleaſure do ] receive the 

wiſhes and vows which the loyal inhabitants 
f Seville form in my behalf. I gladly fee with, 
bal modify Rodrigo liſtens to the public applauſe. 
. *Tis true; Spain did never celebrate any former 
riumph with ſo much mirth and joy. 
And it bas always aſtoniſhed me, that thy ſub. 
'me ſoul, ever loads thy ſubjefs with rewards far 
reater than their ſervices, 
Thou, Armindo, aſſemble all my people and grandes 
vithin in the royal palace ; for there, before them 
ll, do I intend, ere long, to bind the tyes of a 
louble lymen. Ar, Thy commands are laws to me, 
ontent and happineſs may'ſt thou enjoy ! | Bebold ! 
Rodrigo's love is put to a hard trial.] 

Thou ſhalt ever be happy in the conſtant 
care of thy loyal people,. and thou 
ſhalt enjoy the ſweet proofs of their 
everlaſting fidelity. [ Exit, 

. Thus riſing Rodrigo to Elvyra's nuplials, and 
niting thee with Cymene, I Het myſelf grateful 
o my deliverer : I] dry up the tears of ber who 
veeps on unfortunate death, and prevent the hatred 
hat euſues from quarrels. 

. Thus thy diſcreet beart makes itſelf known : . 1 
dmire its foreſecing views, 

May ſuch a union be à convincin era; that 1 
clight i in doing juſti.e. 


| tu) 
AT 0 
S CENA. 


Portico interno del Palazzo Reale. 
Fernando, Duarte, ed Armindo, Guardie. 


Fer. ON piacere gradiſco 
Di Siviglia fedel gli augutj, i voti, 
Che forma a mio favor. Vedo con gioia, 
Quanto Rodrigo con modeſtia aſcolta 
L' applauſo popolar. Ar. E ver: la Spagna 
I paſſati trionfi | 
Lieta cos] non celebro giammai. 
Du. Ed io ſempre ammirai, che il tuo gran core 
Trova premio ai ſervigy aſſai maggiore. 
Fer. Nella piazza reale, Armindo, invita 
Il Popolo ed i Grandi. In lor preſenza 
Io del doppio Imeneo, fra brevi iſtanti, 
Voglio ſtringere | nodi. Ar. I cenni tuoi 
Leggi mi ſon; e ti deſio contento. 
{Di Rodrigo l' amor ecco a cimento.] 
Tu del popolo fedele 
Dolce cura ognor ſarai; 
Tu le prove goderai 
Di caſtante fedelid. [Parte, 
Fer, Innalzando Rodrigo 
Alle nozze d' Elvira; e quando uniſdo 
A te Cimene; io mi dimoſtro grato 
Al mio liberator; aſciugo il pianto 
D' una morte infelice; arreſto il corſo | 
Agli odj, alle conteſe. 
Du HK il provido tuo cor ſi fa paleſe. 
lo ne adoro il penſier. Fer. Tal nodo ſia 
Prova dovuta alla giuſtizia mia. 


( 22 Y 
& premiar chi ſeppe in campo 


Debellar nemici armati, 
Yuale appunto degli ingrati 


S orgeglio diſarmar. [ Parte. 


enza opra mia] evento 

erq la mia ſpeme. Oh del Monarca 
roviſo favore! 

mi ſecondi di Cimene il core! 


Di quel cor. ſe il dolce impero 

Altro amor non mi contraſta. 

Pit non bramo, e tanto baſta 

Alla mis felicitd. (Parte. 


— 
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2 di Siviglia, Trono, al p'e del quale due ſedie 
laterali, ed intorno ſedili per i Grandi. 


la ſcena con lieta Danza di Ciovani e di Don- 

coronate di fori: due princigali portano due 
lande, ande ornare il crine alle ſpaſe. Terminal a 
Danza wvengono Fernando, Elvira, Cimene, Ro- 
o, Armindo, Duarte, i Crandi, e il Popolo. 


'iglia, Cimene, Amici. I miei ripoſi, 
noſtra libertade, e vita, 0 pace, 
Rodrigo ricevo. A Duarte deggio 
remio di ſya fede. In varie guiſe 

ſai come potrei grato moſtrarmi 

i obblight del regno, a voſtri, a* miei. 
ecco qbznto m iſpiraro i Dei. 

Irigo afregio ſangue | 

a mia figlia s' unira. Cimene 

la deſtra a Duarte, II df preſente 
lieti Cori, fra le Danze, e 1 Suoni, 
acer, al amor tutto ſi doni. 
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I well know how to reward thoſe who 
defeated my enemies in the field of 
battle; and as well I know how to 
humble the pride of thoſe who are un- 
orateful to me. > [ Exit, 
Da The event has even ſurpaſſed my expectations, 
without my interfering in it. Ob] -anboped for 
favour of our ſevereign. Alas! may Cymene's 

beart aſſiſt me but in this! 
Was no rival to contend with me the 
ſweet empire of her heart, no more 
would I wiſh for; with it I would be 
compleatly happy. I[æExit. 


SCENE II. 


Place of Seville. Throne, with two ſide ſeats be- 
fore its ſootſtep, and ſeats around for the 
Grandees. 

The Scene is opened with a chearful dance of 
youths and damſels crowned with flowers: two 
of the principals, carry two garlands, with which 
they adorn the hair of the brides. When the 
dance is ended, then comes out Fernando, 
Elvyra, Cymene, Rodrizo, Armindo, Duarte, 
the Grandees and the people. 

Fer. Now, my daughter, mene, and freends, to you 
all, I declare that I ee Rearigo my reſt and life, 


and you recerve ycur liberty and peace from him. 


To Duarte ought I to give the reward due to bis 
loyalty. Many times bade I thought within myſelf, 
how I could ſhew my gratitude to him, for all that 
the kingdom, you and I, are beholden to him. Hear 
now what the Gods have inſpired me with: Rodrigo 
fhall be created a prince of the blood, by being wed- 
ded to my daughter : mene ſhall give her hand to 
Duarte: and let this happy day te ſpent in chearful 
choruſes, dances, ſweet harmony, d:light, and all 
ihe charms of lave. | — 


( 24 ) 

grief of Cymene and Rodrigo, the joy of Elvyra 

d Duarte, will be expreſſed in their anſwers. 

5, O thou ſource of all delights, ſweet 
and chaſte Hymen, deſcend; deſcend; 
and with thy pleaſing chains crown 
theſe happy nuptials. 

f ihe Crown their hair with the ſweeteſt 

US. flowers; may Innocence, Mirth and 
Peace deſcend with thee, and may'ſt 
thou with thy torch inſpire their 
ſouls with exſtacies formerly un- 
known. | 

O ſweet and chaſte Hymen, deſcend 
and crown thele happy nuptials. 

„ Deſcend and direct our ſteps in the 
dance; modulate our voices to 
the chearful notes; and then thou 
ſhalt perceive how exactly we will 
follow thy ſtrains. 

'O ſweet and chaſte Hymen, deſcend 
and crown theſe happy nuptials. 

She riſes as if emerging from a deep grief.) Sire! 

be Duarte's bride? Ab! don't inſult a 

7 hbter's painful feelings. Fer. Encugh have 

given yourſelf up to grief and obſtinancy. 

aſt thou ſuch a heart as to adviſe me to be 

ded in this mournful dreſs? Du. If you offer 

| Rodrigo, be'll not diſdain to accept it. 

ly father's manes cries out for vengeance on that 

ous wretch thou haſt * oy it, and expetts 

e it ſoon granted, Fer. The conquered Moors 

' ſufficiently compenſate for Rodrigo's guilt. 

7, Rodrigo, give your band to Elvyra. Ro. 

uld demean ſuch a noble hand, it is more <wor- 


of a king. Fer. Thy reſpe is unſeaſonable, 


my orders. Ro. Alas ! No, Sire, forgive, ex - 


my deficiency. Te Gods! 


(25 ) 
La cofternazione di Ciment, e di Radrigo, il giubilo 
l Elvira e Duarſe efprimeranns le loro riſpoſte.] 


Coro con Vieni, o fonte del diletto, 
Ballo. Colle amabili catene, 
Vieni, a dolce e caſlo Imene, 
II“ alme nozzt a celebrar. 
Parte del Cinte il crin di vaphi fiori 
Coro. Innocenza, Gioia, e Pace 
Venzan teco colla face | 
$0” Nuzvt ardort a riſvegliar. 
Tutti Vieni, o dolce e caflo mene 
I“ alme noxze a celebrar. 
Coro. Vieni, e muovi il pi, la voce 
Nt Alla denzas al lieto canto, 
E vedrai che noi frattanto 
T7 fapremo ſecondar. 
Tutti. Dien, o dolce, e caſto Imene 
I“ alme norae a celebrar. 


Ci. Come ſvegliata da una | profanda . $ "alza)} 
Signor! Io di Duarte? Ah, d' una figlia 
Non derider l' affanno! Fer. Aſai donaſti 
Al pianto, alle qverele. Ci. In queſte poglie 
Hai cor di conſigliarmi ad eſſer moglie ? 

Du. Se Rodrigo tu le offri l 
Nol ſdegnera cosl. vis tee 

Cz. Contro quell empio | n 
Chiede il mio genitor pronta vendetta 
Sire, la prometteſti, ed ei I aſpetta. 

Fer. Di Rodrigo il 1 5 i vinti Mori 
Compenſarono aſſai- ers Raga 
Ad Elvira la man. 

Red. Deſtra d degoa 
Merita un Rege; io V avviliſco. Fer. Eccede 
Il riſpetto. Ubbidiſci. 

Red. Ah, nd! Perdona! 

Mio Re, ſcuſami. Oh Dio! 


| 


z * 


(. 6 } ; 

b "Che fit © © (mai! 
emio & la mia figlia. Rod. Ah, non ſia 
e Che-penſt? Ra. (Amor mꝰ aſſiſta.) 
placar Cimene z IAſpiro 
viſſi-finor : ella & il mio bene. 

mio roſſor! Oh geloſia!] Ma padre, 
idermi dunque in queſto giorno 
radunaſti? Dx. Un tal rifiuto 
e offende al grado tuo dovuto. 

igo, io ti comando, e devi in pena 
glia ſchernita | 

' rinunziar. Ro. Prima la vita. 
uovo crime & queſta 
}a riſpoſta. Ro. [E ſciolto il en 
viene finir.} Odi, Duarte. 
nſulti : e Cimene ha gia promeſſo 
ni ſvena ' amor ſuo. La ſpada | 
1a dunque. Fer. Ol! Qual” inſolente 
di furor! Ah, temerario |! 
Ipeſt con inſano orgoglio 
e, la mia Figlia, i Grandi, il Sogtio ? | 
tti mo è il tuo ſdegno. Al reo diſprezzo 
fellonia. El. Sl, queſt' è troppo 
che a ranti ſcherni 
er non 50, Padre, P offeſa 
gni altro ſon' io. Laſcia P arbitrio 
ell' offenſore. 
fffre pid ritegno il mio furore.] [ Parte. 
ſarmi ; audace; e in lacci avvinto - 
_ id tetro alla vendetta 

d"Elvira, [Ro. 2 diſarmatoe incatenata. 

a a fede ritrovo, e ſerbo!' ira ?] 
co {yenturato!] Ra. Un ſol oP. 
1gon da Cimene, 
te per me ſon le catene 1 

Numi! La pena di morire 
icra non E! Queſt? & martice LI. 


(+ | 
Fer. Riſe, how now ? My daughter's 3 be 
thy reward. Ro. Ah, may it never beſo! 
Fer. What thinkeft thou nau Ro. ¶ Love aſſiſt me.] 
my only toiſb is to aſuage Cimene s gr J Jen ber 
2 bitberto have I conquered, for fbe- is my only 
treaſure. Flv. [ Reftrain my bluſb ! Ob jealouſy! ] 
But, Sire, haſt thow then in this day, aſſembled all 
Seville, that I may be thus openly inſulled. Du. 
Such a denial is higbiy injurious to the bonour due 19 
by dignity. Fer. 1 command iber, Rodrigo, ts 
renounce mene i baud to alleviate the grief of my 
' much ſlighted daug bier. Ro. Id rather laſe my-life. 
Du. Such —— reply proves a _—_ agamii 
thee. Ro. (I can bear it no 1 mui make 
an end of it. Hark, Duarte, i 2 affronied 
me ; Cymeng has promiſed her band to am 
one who didrive ms of bfe, draw thy freer 
I 5 ! What an unruly exceſs of madneſs | 
y ſich outrageous pride thou ſcorneſt 1h) 
e my daughter, the grandees, and the throne 
Bu. Thy anger is juſt; 10 ogy gm ar he add 
4d =_ 72 perfidy. Elv. True, *tis too munb 1. 
I muft depart from hence ; for I can't endur 
Wen urious f. Sire, in this 1 am wrong 
— 2 any elſe ; leave then the offender” 
fate to me; I can no longer withhold my rage. [Exit 
Fer. Let the "audacious wreich be diſarmed ; and tobe 
bound in chains drag him to tbe gloomieſt goal, an 
there let bim be 9 to Elvyru's vengeance. 
Ro. [is diſarmed and chained 
Cy. [1 find him fo fairbſul that I reſtrain my rage. ] 
Ar. [Unfortunate friend /] Ro. Were my chains 1 
draw but one ſigh from . s heart, how pleaf, i 
would they be to me ! 
Cy. [Ye powers above | the pains of death ean's be | 
; excruciating as this torment to m2 H. | 
. b 


J 2. 


( 28 ) 
ando, I have then preſerved the I'fe and 
Fan ingrate, with the bravery of my own ;; 
's bave rendered thee a tyrant. Althcugh 
my ſovereign, what right haſt thou on my 
o hinder me from enoving my liberty in love ? 
eloued enemy, ſee how odious Rodrigo is be- 


the ling; becauſe he doated en thee z and, 


He is wich bis laſt end. Theu alone can'ſt 
wy hard fals: I implore then thy compaſſion, 
ou be appeaſ d. and bury my guilt in ever- 
biivion ; and ben receive this laſs farewell 


Waſt thou to 1 Fee! within thy heart the 
+ leaſt pity on the pains I endure, then 
contented would I ſteer to the gloomy 


realms of death. © 
| [ Exit mids ſome Guards. 


recall thy" decree, Rodrigo flatters himſelf = 


at on him. 1 ought ; nay, I will undeceive 
et bim be condutied to my auguſt fire's tomb! 
at the ſight of my honeured ſather's manet, 
tby clemency and bis remorſe, p:rhaps he 
enſcious of his former guill, = repent at 

Fer. 1: Hall be granted. Away there, 

And if the haughty man flill perjiſts to 
" mercy, 10 bis great peril ſhall be ſcel my 


T hat ungrateful wretch ſhall ſurely feel 
the fatal effects of our ſovereign's 
wrath ; that traitor's pride and haugh- 


ot ſhall ſoon be humbled. 
[ Exennt omnes but Cymene, 


dpy me ! Bebold what has happened ! What 
How fhall I eſcape it ? Ye Gods ! Ons 
the object} of my . wrath new draws tears 
| " from 


Ci. Sire, 


Spera 
Io lo 
Alla t 
Del u 
Forze 
E la c 
Ricon 
E pen 
Eſegu 
A ſpre 
A dan 


Coro. 


Ci. Sven 


Come 
Del m 


( 9 'J 
Rs. Fernando, ad un' ingrato e vita e trono 
Dunque col mio valor io conſervai ? 
E un tiranno formai ? Benche Sovraro 
Qual dritto hai ful mio core 
Per torte a me la libertà in amore? 
Ecco, o cara nemica, ecco Rodrigo, 0 
In odio al Re perche t' adoro; e forſe 
A morire vicino. 
Tu puoi ſola addalcire il mio deſtino. 
Ti domando pieta. Placati, e copri 
II mio delitto d' un' ererno obblio; 
E rice vi da me l' eſtremo addio. w 
Se pieta tu ſenti al core | 
Del tiranno afjanno mio, 
I! Fatale eterno obblio 
Ombra in pace io vareber d. 
[Parte in mezzo alcune Guardie. 
Ci. Sire, rivoca il cenno. In me Rodrigo 
Spera trovar amor. Diſingannare 
Io lo deggio, io lo voglio. Ah ta, che ſia 
Alla tomba condotto | 
Del mio gran genitor ! L' ombra onorata 
Forze mi rendera, donde 1 ſuoi falli, 
E la clemenza tua, fra' ſuoi rimorſi 
Riconoſca egli ſteſſo; 
E pentito al tuo pie Fer. Ti ſia conceſſo. 
Eſeguite, o Cuſtodi. E ſe ſi oſtina 
A ſprezzarmi clemente quell' altero, 
A danno ſuo mi provera ſevero. 
Coro. Proverd del Re lo ſdegno 
Quell indegno ingrato core. 
Tanto ergoglio il traditore, , + 
Tanto faſto abbaſſera. 
[ Partono tutti fuori che Cimene. 
Gi. Sventurata! Che avvenne? Ah qual periglio! 
Come evitatlo ? Oh Dei ! Chi fu P do ee? 
Del mio giuſto furoreg 


Ea” 


> lagrime domanda or dat mio core, 


5, non chiedo dal ciel, ne-da Fernando from n 
d la vendetta mia. Roerigo merta erna, 
ccoifo, o almen lo tenterò.— I' arreſta. ſerves 
1, Cimene! Ove vai? Chi ti conſigha? obtain- 
<coriv a un parricida? E tu ſci figlia ? thou ? 
3 faro? La ſmania x daught 
i rapiſce a me ſteſſa; e qui frattanto | fury de 
cſoluta, e in pianto waver, 
util reſto: Ah, no} Vanne; ma dove? atcoay, - 
ortunata Cimene! Ah; dove mai in ſuch 
tremante e ſmarrita ove n'andrai ? cour fe 
Andar dovrei Ma come? | Fro 
Se moto il pie non ba? fi 
Trovar vorrei ma dove? v 
Da chi ſperar pietà? 0 
Padre inſelice | ti 
Miſero amante |! fi 
Sorte ſpietata ! ic 
Ab, the non bg configlto ] P 
Ab, che il fatal periglio 

Gia delirar mi fa. Parte. 
S C. EN A III. A ſubter 
raneo profſime alla Reggia col ſepelchro del” © with | 

eſtinto Conte di Gormas. 


Elvira e Rodrigo. Guardie. 
zrande, Rodrigo, io lo ripeto, grande 
bligo a te confeſſo. Era Y offerta 
rgognoſa per me. Col tus rifiuto 
onori, e non m' offendi; 

z* demeriti tuoi giuſtizia rendi. 

Aggiungi ancor, che un core 

ceſo  altro amore 9 58 

na ſarebbe per Elvira. Fl. Il grads 

z pero ne oltraggiaſti. Il tempo, i} Juogo 
ron P ingiuria mia. Re. L' ecceſſo rio 
 ofiro a ricompenſar vol ſangue mio. 


* CE 1 | | 

from my eyes. No, 1 intreat neither the Gods nor 
Fernando to bave vengeance on him. Rodrigo de- 
ſerves to meet with belp z, at lea I Hall attempt to 
obtain it.—» Hold! Ab, Cymene! where wandereſt 
thou? What ! help to @ parricide, and thou a 
daughter ! But what all I reſolve on? Rage and 
fury deprive me of my ſenſes, and bere I remain 
wavering in an irreſolute grief. Alas! No. 
, away, but where ? unhappy Cymene ! But where, 
in ſuch fear and trembling, where ball I Beer my 

coun fe ? | | | 
From hence I ſhould- depart — but how? 
ſince my legs cannot ſupport me. Fain 
would 1 meet with — but where — any 
one to compaſſonate my woes ? Unfc-- 
tunate father | Wretched lover ! Ah, hard 
fatality! Alas! for want of advice, the 
imminent danger I am threatened with de- 
prives me of my ſenles ! [ Exit, 


e 


A ſubterraneous place contiguous to the Palace, 
with the ſepulchre of the Count of Gormas. 


Elvyra and Rodrigo. Guards. 


El. 7 muſt acknowledge how greatly 1 am bebolden 
to thy noble heart. Such an offer was ſhameful to 
me. By thy denial thou þaſt not offended, but ra- 
ther honoured me; and thus haft thou fhewn bocu 
unwvartby theu wert of my hand. 

Ro. Say more than this, that @ heart, burning with 
—_ love would ſure be a torment 10 Eloyrd's. 
aul. | 

El. Thou baſt however injtred our Savereign's dignity. © 
The time and place made it very injurions to me. 

Ro. J am now ready 10 atone for the heinous guilt, at 

oe Price of iy own blood, | 


( 3 ) 


o reſtore me to my former glory, thou ſbouldft 
e to purſue Cymene. Ro. I doat on ber, 
i that is a crime, I muſt own I am guilty, 
e Leven lo be put to death, I would ever repeat 
ſeme. IT 1 

ich is the King's pleaſure. Thy fate is entirely 
ny bands. Ro. I hope that Elvyra's uraib 
change into her wonted compaſſion. 

all I have compaſſion en a ſtubborn wretch, who 
fiiphted my band? Compaſſion on thee! 1. 
d be demeaning my/clf. 


+ behoves me, for my-glory's ſake, to have 


vengeance for the heinous offence, - 
[Fain would. I drive away from my mind 
the thoughts of this fatal love; bur 

my heart is oppreſſed with ſuch a tre- 
mor, that I can't ſhew the eſſects of 


my wrath, [ Exit. 
. 


o, then Cymene, with two Grandees of 
the realm. Guards. 


y denial as not a ſign of ſcorn. Heaven is 
fs boto much I have ever eſteemed Eluyra. 
drigo. Ro. What voice] Ye Gods] Cymene! 
 ewouldſt thau have, my idol, in this abode, 
rated 10 forrow and death? Cy. I wiſh to 
thy fate. | we 

rbaps compaſſionate at laſt— Cy. Before J 
,.caf thine eyes on that ſtone. Daſt thou ſee 
Ro. Alas! what queſtion, my treaſure ? 
a haſt murdered bim. Thou art the cauſe 1 
rived of my father. Nom, withdraw thy 
frem that marble, and caſt them on me. 
eſt thou who 1 am ? | 


e 
Rina 
E fe « 
Io ſon 
Nel p 

KI. Is. 
La tu 
Si con 

El. Piet 
Pieta- 
Pieta ( 


Rodrigo, 


Ro. Non 
Sa qua 
Ro. Qual 
Di mei 
Che br 
Ro. For{ 
I tuoi { 


| ( 33 ) | 
El. Per appagar la gloria mia, fol devi 
Rinunziare a Cimene. Ro. Ed io l' adoro. 
E ſe queſto è delitto, 
Io fon reo, lo confeſſo; 
Nel punto di morir dirò lo ſteſſo. 
El. TaV è del Re la volonta, Dipende 
La tua ſorte da me. Ro. Spero che ! ira 
Si converta in pieta nel cor d' Elvira. 
El. Pietà con chi ſi oſtina? 
Pietà con chi ſprezzò la deſtra mia? 
Pieta con te? Troppa viltà faria ! 
La gloria mia m' impegna 
A vendicar Þ offeſa. 
Taccia per tua difeſa 
Un reſto di pieid. 
{ Scordare vorrei 
Un miſero amore, 
Ma palpita il core, | 
Sdegnarſi non ſd.] [Parte. 


S.C EN .A-TIV. 


Rodrigo, indi Cimene con due Grandi del Regno; 
Guardie. IB 


Ro. Non fu diſprezzo il mio rifiuto. Il cielo 
Sa quanto ognor la riſpettai. Ci. Rodrigo. 

Ro. Qual voce? Oh Dei! Cimene ! In queſt albergo 
Di meſtizia e di morte 
Che brami, idolo mio? Ci. Cambiar tua ſorte. 

Ro. Forſe pietoſa alfin—Ci. Prima ch' io parli, 

I tuoi ſguardi rivolgi | 

A queſto ſaſſo. Lo ravviſi? Ro. Oh Dio! 

Qual richieſta, ben mio? Cz. Tu! uecideſti. 

Per te non ho pid padre. Or da quel marmo 

Fiſſa in me gli occhj tuoi. Sai quale io ſia? 
| Ro: 


1 

Tu ſei la vita mia. Ci. Regnaſti un tempo 
pra gli affetti miei. Col tuo delitto 
u ne perdeſti oghi ragion. Ti odiai; 
vendetta giurai. Ma a ſcordar ] ira 
r la pietà mi forza. Ro. Oh, me felice ! 
Taci; che apportatrice 55 
ſon d' altra novella. II Re comanda, 
he tu ſpoſi ſua figlia. E fe ricuſi, 
ggi devi morir. Saper ti baſti, 
he il tuo periglio mi fa pena; e quando 
* eviti, almeno a' prieght miei, mi togli 
ſolo affahno, che nel cor mi reſts. | 
Stelle tiranne]! Che preghiera è queſta ?} 
Grandi attendon la rifpoſta, E degoa 
cciò ſia di Rodrigo, un' altra volta 
iguarda il padre mio. Parla; ei t' aſcolta. 
Odimi, o Conte, ch' io ſvenai, che onoro. 
mo tua figlia; e vo* che ognora ſia 
imo ed ultimo amor nel!* alma mia. 
randi a Fernando riportate, ch' io 
mmiro Elvira, è ver: ma non Þ eſponga 
ſecondo rifiuto. Ci. Ah, 00! Rodrigo, 
angia penſier. Ro. Prima ch' io cangi amore, 
engan le furie a lacerarmi il core. 

ee [7 Grandi partono. 
Dunque eſporre mi vuoi 
vederti morir? Ro. Ahimè! Cimene! 


f ſciogli in pianto? Ci. It mio dolor deridi, 


non vedi, crudel, che tu m' uccidi! 

eh, fpoſa Elvira! Io ti ſeongiuro ! Ro. Il diſſi: 
do a te vo morir. Ci. Ed io— Ro. Tu devi 
aronar la mia fe. Ci. Che far poſs' io ? 
Rendimi lb amor tuo, belt” idol mio. 


f 


Rendimi 


Ro. Tho! 
ON my | 
claim t 
would | 
ſtrains 

Ro. Ob 
meſſeng 
thou fþ 
her haz 
Knowe, 
and, 5) 
intreat 
torture 
o. | Ina 

Cy. The 
may be 
n my | 

Ro. Hea 
whom 
ever be 
Gall en 
nands, 
expoſe 

Cy. Ab; 

Ro J ha 
and tec 
bear th 

Cy. Wilt 
ſeeing 1 

art are 


Cy. T hos 


thou 1c 
Abl + 
Jaid is 
Ro. You 
do ſor 
6. 7 


( 35 ) 

Ro. Thou art my life. Cy. Onte hat thou reigned 
on my affections; by thy crime thou hai lo} every 
claim to them : I have hated thee, and ſwore I 
would be revenged on thee ,, bu! now compaſſion con- 
firains me to lay my wrath aſide. 

Ro. Ob happy me! Cy. Held thy peace. I am the - 
meſſenger of other tidings. The King's will is, that 
thou ſhauldſt wed bis daug bier; and, if thou denieſt 
her hand, this very day art thou to be put Io death, 
note thou-then that thy danger moves me lo piiy; 
and, if thou canſt eſcape it, grant at leaft, at my 
intreaty, ſo remove the only grief that flicks to my 
tortured heart. . | 

Ro. | Inauſpictous ftars | what can be ber reque#t ? 

Cy. The Grandees wait for thy anſwer ;, and, that it 
may be worthy of Rodrigo, coſt thine ces onte more 
en my auguſt Sire. Speak, be liftens to thee. 

Ro. Hear me, thou Count, «whom ] have killed, and 
whom I revere, 1 doat on thy daughter. It has 
ever been, and ſhall always be the only love that 
ſhall enſlave my beart. Ye Grandees, relate to Fer- 
nand», that I truly admire Eluyra, but let bim not 
expoſe her to a ſecond denial. 

Cy. Ab no, Rodrigo, thange thy reſolation. 

Ro I had rather all the furies of hell ſhould come 
and tear out my heart, than to change the love 1 
bear thee, [Exeunt Grandees. 

Cy. Wilt thou then expoſe me to the fatal ſpectacle of 

 ſering thee put to death? Ro. Alas, mene] thou 
art drowned in tears ? 

Cy. Thos inſulteſt my grief. Cruel man, perceives 
thou not bow thou haft fixed my ſoul r the rack ? 
Ab! wed Eluyra, I ds intreat thee! Ro. I have 

ſaid it; 1 will die faithful to thee; Cy. And I 

Ro. You muſt reward my fidelity. Cy. What tan I 
do for thee? Ro, Rglore me thy freer love, de- 
; light of my ſoult 4 


Reſtore 


( 36) 


Reſtore me, I intreat thee, as a gift, thy 
ſweet affections. Thou knoweſt how 
faithful J have been to thee, and that 
I deſerve ſome compaſſion. 

Cy. Thou waſt the deareſt object okmy ten- 
der heart; but a fatal neceſſity muſt 
change the object of my tortured 
ſoul's deſire. 

Ro. Hark! Cy. Help! O father! 

. Ro. All my hopes vaniſh away ! 

0. My conſtancy forſakes me! 

- 2. What racking cruelty |! 

Thou weepeſt! Cy. Hence Igo. A.2.Adievu! 

05 I depart 

Ro. I remain 

A, 2. Ye ſouls, whoſe breaſts are blazing with 
love, who ere now have felt its crucl 
darts, bchold and Pity ſuch dunn as 
ours, 


: to groan and ſigh. 


End of the Second A. 


e 


SCENE I. 
Inner Portico of the Royal Palace. 


Elvyra and Cymene. 
OW, friend, my lips ſhall explain my mind, 


as my beart has done already, Glory flirs uy 


ry wrath, and glory excites me to compaſſion. Ro- 
rigo*s fate is in my bands, I-wviſh for nothing but 
eace, which I ſhall enjoy, whether be dies, or be- 
omes thy ſpouſe. Now it is in thy power to decide 
is faie, and reſtore my peace of mind. hs 
cen 


rnd A ts bg hon 


C99. 


Rendimi il dolce affetto : 
Queſto ti chiedoin dono: 
Tu ſai, che fido io ſono, 
Che merito pield. 
Ci. Foſti il pili caro oggetto 
Del tenero mio core ; 
Ma cambia in me /' amore 
Fatal neceſſita. 
Ro. Odi. Ci. Soccorſo, 0 et 0 
A. 2. Ro. Ab perdo ogni ſperanza ! 
Ci. Cede la mia coſtanza ! 
A. 2. Qual era crudelid ! 
Ro. Tu piangi ? Ci. Io parto. A. 2. Audio. 
Ci. Jo vado 
Ro. Jo reſto | 6 per. 
A. 2. Voi belle alme innamorate, 
Che provate amor tliranno, 
Voi vedete, compiangete 
Tanto affanno per pieta ! 


Fine delP Arto Secondo. 


e III. 


S c EN A 1. 
Portico interno del Palazzo Reale. 


Elvira e Cimene. 


El. MICA, adeſſo ſulle labbra, in volto 

Tu mi vedeſti i] cor. In me la gloria 

Lo ſdegno accende: e queſta gloria iſteſſa 
M' obbliga alla pietade. Io di Rodrigo 
Arbitra ſon. Deſio la pace. E queſta 

Godrd, s' ei muore, o fc divien tuo ſpoſo. 
Da te pende il ſuo fato, e il mio ripoſo. 


— . I I Inn nn 


(39 3 
Elvira, oh quanto sforzo 
ale ſcelta mi coſta ! I! padre, il ſangue, 
dover, la natura, il mondo, i Numi 1 
ſigono da me. El. Sempre lo ſte 
unque a dir tornerai ? Riſolvi. Ci. Elvira, 
eh riſolvi per me! EI. Viva Rodrigo, 
viva tuo conſorte. Ei di perdono 
eme non ha. Quanto aſpettato meno, 
d grato gli ſara. Ci. [Che anguſlia !] Il noda 
r qualche tempo almen ſi differiſca. 
No. Per mia gloria queſto di. v' uniſca. E. 
z nella piazza, colla pompa iſteſſa, 
ige il mio decoro, che Siviglia 
conoſca come io vi 
vendicar alfin Þ oltraggio mio. 
Sento alſin eb' un gran contento 
Per me nata ad alle impreſe, 
Perdonare a chi m ef“, 
E potermi venditar. Parte. 


er. 


Cimene, indi Duarte con Ironia. 


liſera! che promiſi? Ah, qual contraſto 
oppoſti e giuſti affetti! Amore, il padre 

cordare vorrei. Scelgo, mi pento, 

orho a dubitar, Stretta dal tempo 

ſolviti, Cimene. 1 

d' effere a Rodrigo in ſpoſa unita z 

Rodrigo, idol tuo, perde la vita. 

bra - - Ma perche mai 

era crudelia? Padre, m' aſcolta. 

rto pieta. . Mi vedi il cor, Tu ſte ſſo 
approvaſti  ardor - - - Vicino a morte 

Rodrigo ſalvar. Se queſto è colpa ; 
fulmine del ciel m' inceneriſca, 
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Cy. Eloyra, waſt thou to know what ſiruggles ſuch 
choice muſt cauſe wvithin me ! My father, my blood, 
my duty, nature, the world, the gods, require of me— 
El. Why would'ſt tbon ever repeat the ſame again, 
Determine yourſelf, Cy. Alas! Eluyra, determine 
for mel El, May Rodrigo's days be prolonged, | 
and may be be thy ſpouſe. He has no hopes to be 
forgiven. His pardon will be ſo much the more 
pleaſing as be expetts it the leaſt. Cy. [What tor- 
turs!j At leaſt, may the nuptial tyes be deferred fir 
ſeme time. 

Elv. For the ſake of my honour this very dey you ſpall 
be wedaed. In yonder place, with the ſame pomp, 
my repute requires that all Seville ſhonld be appriſed 

bow, at laſt, 1 can vindicate my wrongs. 
At haſt, I feel what a delight it is to a 
ſoul like mine, born for magnanimous | 
deeds, to forgive whoever has offended 
me. and to be able to vindicate my- 
ſelf. _— 4 


SCEVWNE N. 


Cymene, then Duarte ironically. 


Cy. Wretched me! What bave I promiſed? What a | 
contraſi of different and juſt affettians ! Love and 
my father would I make agree together. Now T | 
reſolve, then repent ; and again my unſettled 
thoughts recall. —— Reſolve on, Cymene, as thou 
art urged by time, being joined with Redrigo's in | 
Hymgn's bands z or elſe thy belaved Rodrigo Gall 
loſe his life. Let him then die. But why fbould 
1 be ſo cruel to him. Liſten to me, Ob father ! 
1 am worthy of compaſſion : you read through my 
heart, whoſe paſſion you approved of. -I am going 
to reſcue Rodrigo, who is nigh his laſt end. If 
' that's a crime, may Heaven's thunderbolts firike me 
io Huſt, and lay me in the grave along with you. 


i 
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Auguſt Sire, may the powers divine 


grant me, at leaſt, to deſcend into the - 


realms of death, in ſearch of my peace 
of mind, and there to enjoy it along 
with thee. [She is motionleſs and dejected. 
mene, I did not expect ibat thy grief would be 
ſeon aſſuaged : wert thou to be Kedrigo's bride, 
en thy father would be unrevenged; *tis all thou 
ay' wiſh for, thus haſt thou loft nothing. 
My lips were always the faithful meſſengers of my 
art, Leave off, Duarte, ſuch injurious language; 
udently learn to judge of things. 

Thou knoweſt well how much I doat on 
him, and what griefs he has endured 
for my ſake, through me then ſhould he 

begin to enjoy his-peace of mind. 
[ Exit. 
Cymene feigned to be in a mad ſury, and Fernando 
ther ſcorns or deſpiſes me. I ought; nay, I will 
wwe revenge on him, or die. Tremble, thou, Ro- 
ige: Rage deprives me of my ſenſes. Should he 
the conqueror, then Cymene would be his. 

. 1 breathe death and fury againſt my 
odious enemy; and my ungovernable 
rage determine me gravely to dare my 
hard fate to the laſt extremity. [ Exit. 
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abterraneous place, contiguous to the Palace, 
ith the ſepulchre of the deceaſed Count of 
rormas. | 

rigo, and a Chorus of his friends, with the ap- 
carance of the utmoſt grief; then Armindo, 
1th ſome Grandees of the realm. 


Doublleſs, ye boſom friends, this wretched fitua- 
on of mine, moves your ſymphatic. bearts u com- 
| YT (7 


Sotte1 


Roar 


Ro. ] 
De 


— — 
— 


E 


Caro Padre, almens allora 
Dagli Dei mi fia conceſſo 
Di venir a te d' appreſſo | 
La mia pace a ricercar. Parte. 
Reſta immobile ed abbattuta. 
Du. Cimene, cos) preſto io non ſperai 
Calmato 1] tuo dolor. Spoſa a Rodrigo, 
Il genitor invendicato reſti, 
Hai quanto puoi bramar; nulla perdeſti. 
Ci. Il labbro mio fi ſempre ; 
Interprete del cor. Laſcia, Duarte, 
Queſta favella-amara 5 
E con prudenza a giudicare impara. 
Tu ſai che! amo, e ſai 
+ Quanto pens ſinora; 
Per me cominci ancora 
Contento a reſpirar., Parte. 
Du. Una ſmania apparente 
Cimene ſimulo. Fernando iſteſſo 
Mi ſcherniſce, o diſprezza. Io devo, io voglio 
Vendicarmi, o morir, Tremi Rodrigo. 
Io ſon tutto furore. 
Cimene ſara ſua, s' è vincitore. 
Al mis rivale odiato 
Strage preparo e morle-: 
A cimenlar la ſorte | 
Mi chiama il mo furor. | Parte. 


9. 


s c E N A I. 


Sotterraneo ui, alla Reggia col Se polerò dell eflinto 
Conte di Gormas. 

Rodrigo, e Coro d' Amici in atto di ſomma afflizione ; 
indi Armindo con alcuni Grandi del Regna. 


Ro. Diletti Amici, in queſto 
.. bee ſtato 
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facciopieta - - - - Deh, rammentate, 
ria che abbandonar la mia Cimene, 
elto di morir - - - Ah, fe tal volta 
ipenſare a me Colei che adoro, 
che ſtilla di pianto 
di tanto in tanto 
nelle luci, ove finora viſſi, 
o nudo ancor, ombra ſmarrita, 
elle luci io troverò la vita. 
Tacite embre, errende Larve, 
Quali be calma, deb, porgete, 
Deb, la ꝓace omai rendete 
A chi langue per amor 
ſſaggieri di gioia, 
igo, eccoci a te. L' alma prepara 
* immenſo piacer. Ti rende El. ira 
rimiera amiſta, Fernando t' offre 
Derta, gli onori, il primo affetto. 
ngeral Cimene oggi al tuo petto. 
con noi. Ro. Quale improviſo è queſto 
ente di contento! Oh degna Elvira! 
eneroſo Re! Fuori dal ſeno 
alza il cor} Di giubilo deliro! 
>pena alternar poſſo il reſpiro ! 
Vieni, o caro amalo Bene, 
Le mie pene à conſolar. 
Torna al ſen la dolce calma; 
E la pace può queſt” alma 
E odere e conſervar. 
Vieni, o caro amalo Bene, 
Le mie pene a conſolar. 
Se il mio pianto accompagnafte, 
Fidi Amici, meritaſte 
La mia gioia ſecondar. 
Vieni, o caro amato Bene 


Le mie pene à conſolar. [ Partono tutti. 


paſſion 
dure 
Cymen 
keep 
ſource 
then, 
life til 


of ' We es 


paſſion—=Alas ! call to mind, that I bad rather en- 
= a thouſand deaths, than forſake my beloved 
Cymene.— Ab ! F ever the idol of my ſoul ſhould 
keep the leaſt remembrance of me, and was that 
ſource of my delight to ſhed ſome tears, but now and 
then, from thoſe bright eyes, which have given me 
life till now; although gone and wandering in the 
gloomy realms of death z in theſe bright eyes ſhould 
I find life again. 

Chorus. Huſh, ye frightful ghoſts and phantoms, 
Alas! eaſe and calm the enamoured 
ſoul of one who is wounded with the 
darts of love 

Ar. Now, Raarigo, we come to thee, as meſſengers 

of pleafing news z prepare thy ſoul to receive inex- 
preſſible delight, Elvyra reſtores thee her former 
affeftions : Fernando returns thee iby liberty, thy 
honours, and his wonted friendſhip ; and this very 

. day thou ſhalt hold thy beloved Cymene in thy em- 

braces. Come away with us. Ro. What unboped- 
for torrent of joey O worthy Eloyra! O generous 
ſovereign ! the exceſs of pleaſure makes my beart leap 
for joy ! and hardly can 1 breathe fer the happineſs 
I feel within my breaſt. 

Come away, beloved fountain of -my life, 
and comfort me in my torturing anxiety, 
May now peace and quiet return to 
my mind, and my foul ſhall enjoy 

| and preſerve i its wonted reſt, 

5 Come away, beloved fountain of my life, 

| and comfort me in my torturing anxiety. 


And ye, my faithful friends, as you 
were concerned at my griefs, now 
you ſhall be ſharers 0 2 22. 
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SC EN E the Laſt; 
Place of Seville. 


indo, Elvyra, Cymene, and Duarte, in a nup- 
| dreſs; then Armindo with Rodrigo; the 
andees, Guards, and People. 
Daarte, don't make a wrong uſe of my clemency, 
u ſeeſt then that Ihe thee how to refrain thy 
uly paſſion. Deſt thou hear ? Learn to obey 
never I command thee. 
hen my ſcvereign commands me, 1 am all obe- 
ce. Ar. Bebold, Sire! Rodrigo approaches, 
mene, Pit perform what 1 | promiſed. 
re, my mind is confuſed, I have all along beped 
ſome kindneſs from my king; but fovene /o great 
theſe ! 
I have buried all that's paſt in oblivion. Accept 
hand as a pledge for it. 
odrigo, Iwill alſo fignalize myſelf to day. I fer- 
the offence ;, and now let thy merit alone proclaim 
praiſe. 
rodnef's ſelf proceeds from thy virtuous ſoul. 
ymene, give thy hand to Rodrigo, and let that 
ia bed ſor pledge be the reward due to his bard 
erirgs. 
15 . right I ſhould make ſuch a ſacriſice 10 
unſhaken fidelity. 
Rodrigo, the conquered Moors call thee by the 
» of Cid. May that illuſtrious name remain lo 

aa teſtimony of my reyal favour, and in me- 
y of thy viflory. 

At laſt, I may call her I doat on my pre- 

cious treaſure. * 

At laft, delight of my ſoul, I may enjoy 
content and days of blils with thee. 


Ferna 


( 


s CEN A * Ukima: * 
Piazza di Siviglia | 


Fernando, Elvira, nere in abito di Gala, Duarle, 
indi Arminda con Rodrigo. Grandi, Guardie e 
Popolo. | 


Fer. Non abuſar, Duarte, 
Della clemenza mia. L' impeto inſand 
Di raffrenar dunque t' impongo. Intendi? 
Ad ubbidir, qualor comando, apprendi. 
Du. Mio Re, comandi; ubbidiro. Ar. Rodrigo 
Ecco, Sire, che viene. 
El. Quanto promiſi, eſeguirò, Cimene. 
Red. Signor, lio mi confondo. Ognor ſperai 
Benefico il mio Re, ma a queſto ſegno 
Fer. Tutto ſcordai. Prendi la deſtra in pegno. 
EI. Rodrigo anch' io me ſteſſa 
Oggi vo' ſegnalar: Obblio l' offeſa. 
Soli 1 meriti tuol parlin per ora. 
Ro. Le tue virtù queſta bontade onora. 
El. A Rodrigo la deſtra, 
Cimene, accorda. Il ſoſpirato acquiſto 
Del ſuo lungo ſoffrir ſia la mercede. 
Ci. E giuſto il ſacrifizio a tanta fede. 
Fer. Rodriga, 1 vinti Mori 
Ti chiamarono Cid. Il nome illuſtre 
Ti reſti per memoria . 
Del mio favore, e della tua vittoria, 
Ro, Poſſo alfin Colei che adore, 
Mio teſoro nominar. 
Ci. Poſſo alfin', amata ſpeme, 
Sempre inſieme reſpirar. 


Du. Fatto indegno 
8 Degno fails, ji a genifere 
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Viva il Cid in queſto giorno A.. 
& ada intorno riſuonar. — | Chorn 
Viva il Cid; e chiaro ſplenda 
Sulla Spagna al par del Sole ! 
Ei di Diego e illuſire prole, 
Zi de Mori e vincitor. 
Viva il Cid. JI ſuo valore 
In contento cambia il pianto; 
Di godere ba il raro vanto 
Del Svurans e il naſtro cor. 


# 4 
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Fer. May the name of the Cid, in this day 

El. of feſtivity be eccho'd around. 

Chorus, Long live the Cid, and may his honours 
able deeds ſhine forth over all Spain, 
as bright as the Sun! He is the i} - 
luftrious offspring of Diego, and he 
was conqueror over the Moors. 

Long live the Cid! His courage made 
him change his ſorrow into joy; and 
he has the honour of poſſeſſing the 
favour of his ſovereign, as well as our 
hearts, 3001 
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DON, Jan, 12, I 77 3. | ela, Siriet, 
3 FOI 8 Anv's, Sabo, 
OPOS AL S for * by Subfcription 
al ,Opzb/ of HoR ace, tranſlated into Italian 
by by G. G. Botlarelli, and ſet to muſic by 
rs: Bach, Vento, Giordani, Borggi, Holtzhaver, 
thers of the moſt celebrated Itphan and German 
ers: whoſe names vill be printed at the heads of 
ongs, This Work, beſides the Poetry, will 
in about four-ſcore Plates of Muſic.— Sub- 
ions, at Half a Guinea, each Book, to be 
at Mr. Welcher's, in Gerrare-Street, St. Ann's, 
— The Work will be ready for Delivery, the 


ode of May next. 


the ſaid Mr. Welcher's is to be had, L' Audio 
ndra alla Segneru Heinel, Cantata; written by 
id G. G. Bettarelli, and ſet to o Muße by Signor 
o Giordani. 


e above G. G. Botterelli, whe the Liberty to 
his Services to the Nobility and Gentry, to 
them in reading the Italian Authors, and to 
that Language, fo as to converſe politely. 


OPODO MICHE LI, who lives in the 
Market, over againſt Mr Foote's Theatre, 
- Muſic - Copier of the Opera, takes the 
ty to offer his Services to the Nobility and 
y in General, ii 
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